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in a dark room, at midnight, to one of the opposite sex, their
power was lost. Having learned more modern methods of treating
burns, I now give the magic formula.
"From God, the Father, this fire came; to God, the Father, it
shall return again. These words, in the name of the Father, Son,
and Holy Ghost. Amen. And God will it,"
The long summer days passed quickly, but there were nights
when the deep silence which settled over the country was almost
unbearable. No amount of kindness through the day could then
satisfy an intense longing for the lights, noises, crowds, and smells
of Chatham Square. Late one night, driven by an overpowering
loneliness, I packed a small bundle of clothing and slipped away
to the village, to find it equally quiet, the streets deserted. I had
no money, but I had heard of tramps beating their way on
freight trains and I knew many of them stopped there for water.
I was determined to make my way back to New York. While
waiting at the station I turned and found Old Major sitting
quietly on his haunches, his long tail waving a plea for recognition,
his sad eyes watching me reproachfully. He must have sensed
something was amiss. Contrary to his usual playfulness, he had
followed me in silence and was now awaiting developments.
When he came over and licked my hand his eyes were begging
me to reconsider. Together we returned to the house.
The village had grown slowly around a crossroads until it
contained about eight hundred people: retired farmers and small
time merchants with a second generation employed in local affairs,
and a third in school. Ultra-conservative and rigidly orthodox,
they had been standardized by intermarriage and circumscribed
by convention until they were all of a pattern. Any differences
were not in kind, but in degree. They used the same expressions
with the same flat, nasal twang, walked with the same long
deliberate stride, carried the same musty odour, dressed alike,
and in all essentials thought alike. Intellectual stimulation was
sought in the annual County Fair held some fifteen miles distant,
and in debating societies, spelling bees, a weekly newspaper, and
the churches, Baptist or Methodist, depending on slight variations
in spiritual needs. For recreation there were basket sociables,
lawn parties, croquet, moonlight walks, buggy rides, rocking
chairs and gossip.
I was something ot a problem when 1 entered school for the